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OneShot 


Tommy didn't think he would ever be the type to smile stupidly at a smart phone, but here he was, laying in 
the bed of his rather large house with nothing but a blanket on as he looked at the phone. Not that he was 
using it as a phone. At the moment, it was really more of a webcam: the horizontal screen revealed his long- 
time friend Nikki Sixx in a similarly horizontal state to him, his black hair splayed out over a red pillow. And 
even though he could see the exhaustion through the lines on Nikki's face, he couldn't help but smile at the 


older man 


"You're grinning like a goddamned idiot," he heard the voice through the speaker say, causing his expression to 


barely falter, only a laugh to come out. "You're like some love struck kid.” 


"Would you rather | be all jaded and cynical, bro?" he retorted to the phone, readjusting so one of his arms 
was draped over his own head in a position that probably wasn't comfortable to anyone but Tommy Lee. This 
was communicated as Sixx winced a bit and shook his head against the pillow, reaching one tattooed hand up to 


move his hair away from his face. 


"Fucking monkey.” 


"Yeah, yeah." 


Why is it he couldn't keep from grinning at the phone? It wasn't like he and Nikki hadn't known each other for 
years. Really, he did sound an awful lot like a schoolgirl with a crush in situations like this. He just couldn't help 
that Nikki made him smile, and Nikki gave him happiness unlike anything else. Sure, women were great, but 
there was just some deep bond that he had with the bassist that he just had never found with anyone else. 
Not that he was looking. The love he felt for his fellow musician was so much different than the love that he 


felt for anyone else. 


"Hey. What's that look for?" he heard Sixx's voice jolt him from his dazed state and he laughed a bit, licking his 


lips as he was wont to do. 
"Nothin, man, just... zoning. I'm tired" 
"Then go to sleep, T-bone." 


"No, bro. You first.” 


This caused them both to laugh. Really, they were like high schoolers-men well past middle age that were 
laughing and smiling into the phone like it didn't mean a damn things to them. It was romantic, in a way. In a 
trivial, silly way. But that was the best kind of romance. Not that they didn't have their disagreements. Not 
that they never argued. But somehow, they always managed to get back to this point. Something that couldn't 
be said for the women that had come in and out of the musicians’ lives at a rapid pace. Maybe it's because 
they were both something constant. Something to hold onto. Something that wasn't going to change. Hell, in 
thirty plus years of friendship, the longest they'd gone without talking had been a year. A painful, tumultuous 


year of emotions, if Tommy could be so haggard as to recall. 
| miss you." 


"| miss you too, Tommy." 


